King. No more that Thane of Cawdor (hall dccciuc 
OurBofomeintereft : Goc pronounce his prefent death, 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth. 

i\efe. He fee it done. 

King. What he hath loft,NobIe Macbeth hath wonne. 

Exeunt. 


Scena 'Teriia. 


The Tr a ge die of ^h/C acbeth. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

t . Where haft thou beene,Siftcr ? 

2. Killing Swiue. 

3. Sifter, where thou ? 

1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lappe, 
And mouncht,& mouncht,and mouncht : 
Giue me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee, Witch,thc rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes. 
Her Husband's to Aleppo gonc,Maftcr o'th' Tiger § 
But in a Syne lie thithe? fayle, 
And like a Rat without a tayle, 
He doc s Ilc doe^and lie doe. 

2. He giue thee a Winde 8 

1. TVart kinde. 

3. And I another* 
i« lmyfelfe haue all the other p 

And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know* 
I'th* Ship-mans Card, 
He dreyne him drie as Hay ° a 
Sleepe fball neyther Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid : 
He fhall Hue a man forbid : 
Weane Seu'nighcs,nine times nine* 
Shall he d windle,peake,and pine s 
Though his Barke cannot be loft, 
Yet it fhallbe Tcmpeft-toft. 
Looke what I haue. 

2. Shew me, (hew me. 

t* Here I haue a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt,as homeward he did come. Drum within, 

3* A Drumme, a Drumme : 
Macbeth doth come. 

AIL The weyward Sifters,hand in hand* 
Pcfters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus doe goe f about, about, 
Thrice to thine,and thrice to mine, 
And thrive againe,to make vp ninc<r 
Peace,the Charmed wound vp. 


Enter Macbeth and, Bantam. 

Macb\ So foule and faire a day I haue not feene. 

Bavquo. How farre is't call'd to Soris? What are thefe, 
So wither'd, and fo wildc in their attyrc, 
That looke not like trVlnhabitants o'th'Eartb, 
And yet are on't ? L'iue you>or arc you aught 
That maa m&y queftion ? you feemc to vndcrftand me^ 
By each at once her choppie finger laying 
Vpon her skinnic Lips : you ftiould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprets 
That you are fo* 


Mac. Speake if you can : whata^^T 

1 . All haile Macbeth fate to thee Th*ne of r 

2. All haile Macbeth to thee Thmte of r . 1 


3. AH haile Matbethjhn (halt beKin*u 


a wdo 


tion 


"Banq. Good Sir,why doe you ftart,andt«te ter - 
Things that doe found fo faire ? i'th* name of , .° fcai 
Arc ye fantafticall,or that indeed U 
Which outwardly ye (hew ? My Noble Partne 
You greet with prefent Grace,and great oredi a- 
Of Noble hauing,and of Royall hope. 
That he feemes wrapt withall : to me you f De , 
If you can looke into the Seedes of Time, % 
And fay , which Grainc will grow,and whkh will n 
Speake then to me, who neyther begge 5 norfcare 
Your fauors, nor your hate. 

1. Haylc. 

2» Haylc. 

3. Hayle. 

1. Lcffer then Macbeth,mA greater, 

2. Not fo happy, yet much happycr. 

3. Thou (halt get Kings,though thou be none; 
So all haile Macbeth,znd Banquo. 

1 . 'Banqno^vii Macbeth y all haile. 

Macb. Stay you imperfea Speakcrs,tellmemorr 
By Sinells dcath,I know I am Thane of Glamis 
But how,of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor liutf* 
A profperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Stands not within the profpe# of beleefc/ 
No more then to be Cawdor, Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence^ why 
Vpon this blafted Heath you Hop our way 
With fuch Prophetiquc greeting ? 
Speake, I charge you. Witches vanijh, 

Banq. The Earth hath bubbles,as the Water hi i, 
And thefe arc of them : whither arc they vaniuVd? 

Macb. Into the Ayre : and what feem'd corporal! 
Melted 3 as breath into the Windc. 
Would they had ftay'd. 

Tanq.Weic fuch things here,as we doe fpcake about? 
Or haue we eaten on the infane Root, 
That takes the Reafon Pri(Wr ? 

Macb. Your Children (hall be Kings, 

Banq. You fhall be King. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too : went it not fo? 

Banq. Toth* felfe- fame tune ; and words; who's here? 

Enter Ttyjfe and Angus. 

Roffe. The King hath happily receiu'd^cW, 
The newes of thy fuceeffe: and when hereades 
Thy perfonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 
His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend, 
Which fhould be thine,or his : filcned with that. 
In viewing o're the reft o'th'felfe-farae day, 
He findes thee in the ftout Nor wey an Rankes, 
Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make 
Strange Images of death,as thick as Tale 
Can poft with poft, and euery one did bearc 
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence, 
And powr'd them downe before him* 

Ang. Weearefent, 
To giue thee from our Royall Mafter thank^ 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Rojfe. And for an carneft of a greater Honor, 
Hebadmc/romhim,calI thee Thane of Cawdor % 

in 
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The T "agedie of ^Macbeth. 


^^h^ moft worthy Thane, 

cm it is thine. 

W What, can the Deuill fpeake true ? 

/tfaeb. The Thane of Cawdor Hues: 
WhV doe you dreffe mc in borrowed Robes ? 

Jln$. Who was the 70**?>liues yet, 
gutvndcrheauie lodgement beares that Life, 
Which he deferues toloofc. 
Whether he was combin'd with thofe of Norway, 
Or did lyne the Rcbell with hidden heipe, r 
And vantage or that with both he labour'd 
in his Counrreyes wracke, I know not : 
gutTreafonsCapitall.confefs'd^andprou'd, 
Haue ouerthro wne him. 

1 ftfack Glamys,and2T&4wof Cawdor: 
The grcatcft is behinde. Thankcs for your paines. 
poeyou not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
When thofe that gaue the Thane of Cawdor to mc, 
promis'd no lcffe to them. 

'Banq- That truPcd home, 
jMoht yet enkindle you vnto the Crowne, 
Befidlcs the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis ftrange : 
And oftentimeSjto winne vs to our harme, 
The Inftruments of Darknefle tell vs Truths, 
Winne vs with honeft Trifles 3 to betray^ 
In deepeft confequence, 
Coufins,aword,I pray you. 

M*cb* Two Truths arc told, 
As happy Prologues to the fwelling Aft 
Of the Imperial! Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen.: 
This fupernaturall folliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 
If ill ? why hath it giuen me earneft of fuceeffe, 
Commencing in a Truth f I am Thane of Ca wdor. 
If good? why doclyeeld to that fuggeftion, 
Whofe horrid Image doth vnfixe my Heire, 
And make my featcd Heart knock at my Ribbes, 
Againft the vfc of Nature ? Prefent Fcares 
Are leflc then horrible Imaginings : 
My Thought, whofe Murther yet is but fantafticall, 
Shakes fo my (ingle Rate of Man, 
That Fundion is fmothct'd in furmife, 
And nothing is,but what 15? not. 
Banq. Looke how our Partner's rapt. 
Macb. If Chance will haue me King* 
Why Chance may Crowne me 3 
Without my flirre. 

Banq. New Honors come vpon him 
Like our ftrange Garments,cleaue not to their mould, 
But with the aid of vfe. 

Macb, Come what come may, 
Time,and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. 
Banq. Worthy UWacbeth , wee ftay vpon your ley- 

Macb. Giue me your fauour : 
My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kinde Gentlemen,your paines are regiftrcd', 
Where euery day I turne the Lcafe, 
To rcadcthem. 

Let vs toward the King: thinkevpon' 
What hath chane'd : and at more time, 
The Interim hauing weigh'd it,)et vs fpcake . 
Our free Hearts each to other. 
Banq. Very gladly. 
Macb. Till then enough : 
Come friends. 


Scena Quarta. 


Exeunt. 


F/ouri/h. Enter KingJLenox y Malcolme, 
Donalbaine^ an A Attendants. 

King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Or nou thofe in Commiflion yet return'd ? 

Mai. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But I haue fpoke with one th^lawhim dieT - 
Who did report,that very frankly hee 
Confefs'd hisTreafonSjimplor'd your HighndTe Pardon, 
And fct forth a deepe' Repentance: 
Nothing in his Life became him, 
Like the leauing ic. Hee dy'dc, 
As one that had beene ftudied in his death, 
To throw away* the deareft thing he ow'd, 
As 'twere a carelefle Trifle. 

King. There's no Art, 
To finde the Mindes cohftruclion in the Face : 
He was a Gentleman,on whom I built 
An abfoIuteTruft. 

Enter AIacbeth^Ba^qtio 7 Rojfe } and Angus. 

0 worthyeft Coufin, 

The finnc of my Ingratitude euen now 
Was heauie on me. Thou art fo farre before, 
That fwifteft Wing of Recompencc is flow, 
To oucrtake thee. Would thou hadft leflfe deferu'd, 
That the proportion both of thanks, and payment, 
Might haue beene mine : onely 1 haue left to fay, 
More is thy due,then more then all can pay. 

Macb. The feruice>and the Ioyaltie I owe, 
In doing it^payes it felfe. 
Your Highncffe part,is to receiue our Duties : 
And our Duties are to your Throne,and State, 
Childrcn,and Seruants; which doc but what they fhould^ 
By doing euery thing fafe toward your Loue 
And Honor. 

King. Welcome hither : 

1 haue begun to plant thee, and will labour 

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
That hall no lefle deferu*d,nor muft be knowne 
No lefle to haue done fo Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart. 

*Banq. There if 1 grow, 
The Harueft is your owne. 

King. My plenteous Ioyes, 
Wanton in fulneffc,feekc to hide themfelues 
In drops of forrow. Sonne$,Kinfmen > 7l6<iw/, 
And you whofe places are the neareft, know, 
We will eftablifh our Eftace vpon 
Our e\&t:Qi y Malcolme jnhom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: which Honor muft 
Not vnaccompanied,mueft him onely, 
Butfignes of Noblene(fc,likeStarres,(hall (hine 
On all deferuers. From hence to Envcrnes, 
And binde vs further to you. 

Macb. The Reft is Labor,which is not vs'd for you : 
He be my felfe the Herbcnger,and make ioyfull 
The hearing of my Wife,withyour approach : 
So humbly take my leaue. 

King. My worthy Cawdor. 

Macb. The Prince of Cumberland: that is a flep, 
On which I muft fall downc,or elfe o'rc-Ieape, 

m m For^ 


